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As we crossed tie hall on the way to our rooms, Brigitte opened
the door of the small drawing-room and called to us.

"Wouldn't you like some tea? It will warm you after your long
walk."

Michele replied that she was not hungry, but, faced by the insist-
ence of our stepmother, she felt, I think, that she mustn't seem
fearful or anxious to conceal anything. We entered the room, there-
fore, and found the tea-things laid. Brigitte Pian's face was void of
the expression which I knew so well when she was girding herself
for battle. I was pretty sure, however, that she knew where we had
been, and found it hard to square with her actual appearance of
fatigue and defeat the mood of anger which should normally have
been hers. She set herself to fill our cups and to butter some slices of
bread. These she offered first to Michele, after which she asked us,
as though it had been the most natural thing in the world, whether
we had seen the abbe Calou. Michele nodded assent, but the crash
of thunder which I fully expected to follow never came.

"In that case," said Brigitte in a sad and sympathetic voice, "I
suppose you know . . ."

Michele, keen to carry the fight into the enemy's camp, inter-
rupted the sentence. We knew all that there was to know, but she
would rather not discuss it. ... As she moved towards the door, my
stepmother called her back.

"Please stay here a little longer, Michele."

"If you are going to preach to me, I tell you plainly that I am in
no mood .. ."

The note of defiance in the girl's voice seemed to make no im-
pression on Brigitte Pian who, doubtless, was pursuing her own
train of thought. What was it?

"You need not worry. I haven't the heart to preach to you.
I only want you to be fair to me. But I want that very
much."

Michele, her face set in hard lines, was wondering how the attack
was going to develop. She raised her cup to her lips and slowly
sipped her tea, thus avoiding the necessity of answering Brigitte, and
forcing that lady to show her hand,
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